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They had put on the clean shirt and the new suit which they
had for their holidays. The most humble wore tattered clothes
or blouses, and alpargatas. Some, wealthy and more haughty,
did not set aside their stiff collar to become soldiers and
take up a rifle, for since there were not enough uniforms for
everyone, those who did not obtain them joined the bat-
talions dressed in the clothing they happened to be wearing
at the moment.
How great Navarre was on that day! In front of the bar-
racks, where avalanches of red berets gathered, and volun-
teers were being enlisted for the war, the most unbelievable
scenes of abnegation and patriotism were enacted. Villages
like those of Mendigorria and Artajona remained not only
without youths but without a single man. There were old
men who had to be held back because they wanted to rush
out to the country-side to fight; the seven brothers in a
family of Pamplona, rifle in hand; a father and his five sons
from a village in the Rivera; a grandfather, son, and grand-
son in the same ranks. It was the miracle of Navarre. The
miracle of Navarrese perseverance. The miracle of tradition.
The aged trunk, wrinkled and nostalgic, had suddenly
dressed itself in the finery of a triumphant springtime.
Evening came, and the lorries loaded with Requetes were
off to war, singing old tunes with new vigour. It was as
though Navarre had opened her arteries to inundate Spain
to her last drop of blood. More and more lorries went forth,
forming an endless line along the road, accompanied by
the sound of the motors and the youthful shouting, fragrant
and freedom-loving, the voice of the warlike and conquer-
ing Navarre of old. And the voices vanished into the warm
atmosphere of that hot July night.
Every province was at war, and within each province
every city and village discussed its particular grievances.
Who is capable of giving a full record of those infinite acts